CANDLEMAS NIGHT	153
Head" traded without question on his good nature among all
these egotistical people, and he mentally resolved to subscribe
a pound to the excavations. "This chap with his megalithic
phiz and his ghost-winds is just as bad as Claudius, Why can't
people live to themselves and let other people alone ? Curse it,
I believe his damned wine's going to Wizzie's head I"
"But—Jenny—but I wanted—and now you've spoilt it all!"
It had been with these rather pathetic protests, for he always
showed at his best when his friend asserted her power over him,
that Claudius sank back with a deep sigh into his seat; but
what startled No-man at that moment had nothing to do with
Claudius or Mrs. Dearth: it had to do with his own girl.
The young circus-rider, who ever since Uryen had talked
about the ghost-wind had kept her eyes intently fixed upon him,
now leapt up from her seat and, crossing to where Thuella had
just resumed her place by his side, perched herself on the sofa's
arm and leaning over the girl imprinted a kiss upon her shining
head.
Thuella, who seemed—for No-man caught her expression—
as surprised as he was himself by this uncharacteristic action,
impulsively pulled Wizzie down upon her lap and responded
to her gesture in kind.
The whole episode would have been perfectly natural, and
fully in keeping with the affectionate rapport that the even-
ing's excitement had engendered between the two, if it had
not been for the singular expression that illuminated for a mo-
ment the majestic countenance of the man at their side,
Uryen, indeed, appeared to No-man at that crucial instant
to be in the act of suppressing a mighty glow of triumphant
exultation, though it was obscure to our friend what there
could be for him to triumph about in the mutual affectionate
impulse of two young women towards each other. But as it
looked down upon the two girls Uryen's face assumed an ex-
pression, like that of some grandly modelled imperturbable
idol—an expression of terrifying complacency.
"He looks/* thought Dud, "as if he'd swallowed them both
and were digesting them. Curse his blood, he looks as if they
both were inside him!"
It was left to Jenny Dearth to interfere again now. She
evidently had no more respect for Uryen's portentous linea-
ments than she had for his talk. She left Claudius, went up to

